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The Imps Hail 
C.P.O. Harry Redman 


Nellie. 
more fon the (Nallije?” 
your wife didn’t say thow the 
business was faring: 


Two imps of mischief are all 
the news from 7, Linden- 
road, Littlehampton, Imp. Num- 
ber One you will readily rec- 
ognise, C.P.0. Harry Redman, 
as your curly-haired, brown: 
eyed elder son Jeffrey, and Imp 
Number Two is young . Nor- 
man. who is crawling briskly 
in his big brother’s footsteps. 
He now has eight teeth and 
is beginning to talk, giving 
promise of just as much spark- 
ling chatter as Jeffrey. 

First thing Jeffrey wants 
to say is “Thank you, Daddy, 
for the lovely football—and, 
please could I have some 
boots to go with it?” He is 
looking forward to having 
some fine games with you 
when you get home. 

Norman is not ol@ enough 
yet for such grown-up games, 
but ‘he sat on your wife’s lap 
and seemed to meditate very 
seriously on life. He looks as 
if he knows what the wants, 
and we wouldn’t be surprised 
if the way ihe gets it is by 
furning on that lovely smiile 
which lights: up his big brown 
eyes so gaily! 

Your wife Beene has her 
hands full with two such lively 
boys and she says she 1s going 
to take a long rest when you 
get home. She will expect you 
to do everything, even to cut- 
ting that privet hedge which 
continues to thrive in the brac- 
ing Sussex air! 

While we are on the sub- 
ject of gardening, you might 


like to know that your 
father jis still working jand 
keeping fit as ever. You 


will notice that your mother 

looks very well now, and 

she feels much better, too. 

She and your father join 
Aunt Margaret in wishing you 
the very best of luck and a 
successful. trip 

Your wife’s folk at Stanmore 
join your own people in that 
wish, and are looking forward 
to a_ visit from you both ‘soon. 
Brother Tony is doing well at 
work, and is busy Jearning 
Janguages 3p case the gets sent 
abroad. 

He, too, sends kind regards 
to you, Harry, in common with 
a pal of yours, one, Tim, who 
has now been demobbed from 
the Navy. It seems, however, 
that he cannot get away from 
the sea, and has bought a boat 
of his own, which he alls 


“ Any 
But 


His slogan is 


Another of your friends, 
George Harris, is on his way 
out in your direction, so if}. 
you keep a look-out you may 
bump into each other some- 
wher® 
Then you can both yarn 
about things; things like 
where a certain sarong came 
from (which is something 
your wife wants to know). 
and the good Old steak, eggs 
and chips you used to get 
back home. 

Anyway, there will bea real 
celebration when you return, 
you may be sure, and your 
wife, your mother and Jeffrey 
are all saving up the currants 
for it. Your mother has sev- 
eral lots to save up because 
she hopes you and your twin 
brothers will all be home to- 


gether. 
They. too, are very well, and 
look ‘forward to “meet you 


again as soon as all the jobs 
that need doing are completed. 

Meanwhile, there is just one 
more piece of news from Little- 
permit that must not be left 
out. 

Jeffrey wants yOu to know 
that he has a_ girl-friend! 
Her name is Jennifer and she 
works—ves, that’s right— 
she works at the Post Office. 
They got to know each other 

when Jeffrey was. escorting 
his mummy and little brother 
to post letters to you. and now 
everything is_ settled. He 
doesn’t know much about 
allowances yet, but he hopes 
vou will be able to provide 
him with plenty of money so| 
that he can take Jennifer to 
Butlins. 

Well, if you didn’t realise it 
before, you know now: just how 
fast the boys are growing up. 
so it is up to you to come and 
give your wife a hand “before 
she breaks her record for not 
having any grey hairs.” 

In spite of that last remark 
of hers. vou will notice that 
she is looking as well as any- 
one could wish. 

We have no need to tell 
you of the good wishes that 
come to you from the quartet 
we photographed in the gar- 
den and, indeed, from ail 
Bx Littlehampton folk you 
know. - 
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) THEY’ RE OFF TO LAND © 


NPARLY thirty scientific 
bodies and Government 
departments are behind the 


world’s best-organised, South 
Afirica-based. geognaphical ex- 
pedition now on the point of 
embarking on a  two-years’ 
exploration of Central Africa, 
the Congo, Angola, Mozam- 
bique, British South and 
Central East Africa. 

This large party, which has 
as its leader the eminent South 
African scientist-educationist, 
Chris Fourie, includes repre- 
sentative scien‘ific, social and 
political experts, as well as 
naturalists and cinema special- 
ists. They will carry film 
apparatus, recording gear and 
every modern aid for control of 
the tsetse fly and locusts, re- 
search of native diets, linking 
up Africa’s 700 native "dialects, 
and intensive ‘study of social 
and political problems. 


Problems that confront the 
expedition are some _ that 
persist in the Dark Continent 
after long and repeated 
efforts of British and South 
African reformers to expunge 
them. 

One of the worst is the tsetse 
fky, probably the most terrible 
insect pest in the world, respon- 
sible for sleeping sickness in 
human beings, a disease widely 
spread through ‘Central amd 
East Arica. 

Abounding jn bush and forest 
country and on the margins of 
rivers and* lakes, there are 
several species, and most have 
contributed to the almost com- 
plete extermination of peoples 
in several districts. 


Previously unknown in East 
Africa, this dread disease was 
carried to Uganda, and in five 
years (1901 to 1906) caused the 
deaths of over 200,000 people. 

Another species of the pest 
is an equally deadly foe of all 
domestic beasts, spreading 


nagana disease, which con- 
tinues tto destroy horses and 
cattle over a vast area. 


KILLING TO CURE. 


One method of eliminating 
the insect was to slaughter all 
animals suspected as having 
the plague. But this proved 
useless. and another plan was 
substituted, that of preventing 
migration of the flies by. burn- 
ing the grass and clearing the 
bush. 

It is thought that the dis- 
appearance of the horse from 
the American continent in pre- 
historic times was due to tsetse 
flies, for fossilised tsetses hhave 
been found there in rocks of 
the Pleistocene Age. Appar- 
ently Nature eliminated the 
scourge over a neriod of thou- 
sands of years, but we cannot 
wait for the operation of 
Nature’s slow, though effective 
measures, 


Fourie plans to use new 
scientific traps which will 
catch and destrpy the insects 
in huge numbers, 


An even worse enemy of 
mankind js the locust. Every 
twelve years, invasion by great 
hordes of these giant grass- 
hoppers, which have on 
occasion threatened the 
economic security of mearly 
half the world, reaches its most 
dangerous peak. Africa shares 
with Arabia this recurrent 
menace to world food supplies. 


A single flight of locusts over 
the Red Sea is estimated to 
spread over an area of at least 
2,000 square miles, Settling, 
they strip many times that 
space of every vestige of 
vegetation, and crops. 


When the season’s Tavage is 


over, enormous tracts lie bald, 700. 


devastated, barren for the next 
twelve mionths. 


One memorable swarm, 
providentially blown into the 
sea during a storm, was cast 
up on the South African 
coast, where the massed 
bodies formed a 4-foot high 
bank five miles long, 


In one year 56,000,000,000 
have been captured in specially 
dug pits and staughtered in one 
small area alone, and 300 tons 
of eggs destroyed in a single 
season. 

Yet such measures did not 
diminish the peril, and more 
up-to-date weapons are now 
used agiainst the invaders, large 
armies with flame-throwers. 
Ai reraft spray the sands with 
poison dust, flying within 
fifteen feet of the ground. 

Still more up-to-date anti- 
locust units under William 
Horsfall, of Wetherby, Yorks., 
and Pickavance, a Liverpool 
man, are achieving far more 
lasting results by attacking the 
plague at its source, on the 
breeding grounds. 


VITAMIN HUNT. 


There is a two-fold purpose 
behind the party’s proposed 
investigations into native diets, 
a keen study of the beneficial 
elements, and counsel to the 
natives against the harmiful 
ones. What, for instance, are 
the precise food values of the 
yam, . tasty couSin of the 
potato ? Are there any. un- 
explored food values in maize, 
the African native staple ? 

One of West Africa’s most 
popular concoctions is the 
“‘palm-oil chop.” It combines 
the ingredients of monkey, fish, 
chicken, yam, red peppers’... 
simmered for hours in greasy 
yellow palm-oil. The dish 
makes many Europeans ill. 
Dialects of Africa aggregate 
f The greatest problem 
which they present lies in the 
miiddle and west, for the east 


Window seat for Sto. Bill Gur 


Your mother. has not movec —you can look forward to lots 


the settee, Sto. Bill Gurr, 
so you will still be able to 


of fun from his direction. 
Evelyn’ still dislikes school, 


Meanwhile, she joins her sis- 
ters and Mum and Mrs. Grant 
of Grevets Lane, in sending 


look out of the window of No. and is very much looking for- you all the best for a good trip 


39 into Ockley-road, 
used to. 

When we called at Bognor 
Regis, however, aii attention 
was focused on the camera 
so that you would get a good 
picture of your mother, sis. 
ters Evelyn and Sheila, and 
the almost -six months old 
Peter. som of your brother 
and Doris. 

If young Peter is as inter- 
ested in his new uncle as he 
was in the camera—and it is 
most probable that he will be 


as you 


ward to going to work. 
will probably find that you will 
have her as wel] as_ sister 
Muriel to take to the Pavilion 
when you return. 

Meantime, though" both 
Evelyn and Sheila still make 
visits to the Odeon, they 
agree that it isn’t the same 
without you. 

Eileen says much the same 
thing In connection with her 
wedding. She wants to have 
al] the family there, includ- 
ing Peter, Frank and b hccae 


Youand a 


safe return. 


Your Mother said she has 
heard from Joan and Margaret, 
and they told her what a fine 
time youall had together. She 
hopes you will go on enjoying 
a wherever you are 

i : 


All the same, we vgouldn’t 
mind betting that Bognor, 
with al} its lights up, is still 
the greatest attraction to you, 
and, as Doris, said, it,is_only 
waiting to be painted red by 
the Gurr family! 


LOVE—PHILTRES 


(But—the flies may get them first) 


has. a common. tongue, Swahili, 
a sort of Esperanto based 
largély on Arabic and Urdu, 
and understood by white and 
black alike. But no such basic 
exists elsewhere. 
_A primary objective for the 
linguists of the expedition: is 
to endeavour {o evolve a 
uniform orthography for this 
bewildering polyglot of dia- 
lects, few of which are 
mutually intelligible. 


Then there are the social” 
conundrums that face this 
modern enterprise. 


It is hinted that boys are stilt 
being shipped from one spot of - 
ill-repute to virtual slavery on 
the cocoa-growing islands lying 
weil out in the Atlantic; and 


from several others, sold into ~~ 


servitude in the gold mines up- 
country. 


Cannibalism, too, is by no 
means extinct in the Dark 
Continent. 


There are, too, plans in hand 
to abolish, or at least modify, 


USELESS EUSTACE 


“But | was just He my way 
to see YOU! 


the -barbarous marriage and 
family slavery customs, witch- 
craft and quackery which 
survive in the interior almost 
as stouthly as ever they did— 
the “head man” dictatorship, 
trial by ordeal, baibyhood be- 
trothals, wife-purchase with 


goats and brass rings, servitude - 


of slave-wives and their 


children. 


Ju-ju, or medicine men, are 
still a reat power in the land, 
combining to form a _ close, 
hereditary clique, with an 
implicit belief in its powers of 
witcheraft. 


The lesser fry, the quacks, 
are even more of a poser than 
their mentors, for their 
methods jare those of sheer 
guess work. 


Recent times have produced 
an addition to the ju-ju circle, 
women who specialise in con- 
coctions to aid confinement, 
love philtres and what-not. It 
will be interesting to see 
whether the expedition’s two- 
year campaign in this, field will 
be as productive as it may well 
prove in most of the others. _ 

MARTIN THORNHILL. 


We ALWAYS write 
to you, if you 
write first 


to ‘Good Morning,” 
c/o Dept. of C.N.I., 
Admiralty, London, $.W.1_ 
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- told to pilay wiith mide toys. 


, 


kids have stopped picking off bits of plaster 


MORNING 


CAPTAIN SILK GETS HOME 


Not a sound was to be heard They went out together and ran carefully dropped him down into 
save the slash of the waves back to the poop. The steersman the waist of the ship. 
as the schooner rode over them, had pulled the handkerchief from ‘‘I guess that’s all we can do 
and the occasional slap of the his mouth and was bellowing an now, Atilla. We'll wait until the 
mainsail against the boom. alarm. The watch were crawling morning watch is called. That’ll 
The binnacle light aft sent a from under the boats where they be four o’clock and we’ll have day- 
glimmer of yellow up into the face had been sleeping while on duty light by then. Just give that wheel 
of the steersman; and _ beside —nigger-like. ‘a spoke or two this way, will you, 
the steersman stood a figure clad Silk hit the steersman just Please.” 
in white, like a ghost in the yee and the man flew across © ©aptain, what are you going 
blackness. the deck, arms extended, and t® do—steal the schooner?” 
Silk waited until the schooner  rashed into the swinging boom, © No. Borrow her. Of course, 
yawed, then he crept to the poop  faijing in a heap. He lay still. We could steal her, but 
and rose up to his full height «ssi,- take the wheel and hola 2° good enough for me. 
beside the white figure. OS pre > heavy and a good sea boat, but 
Before the man could realise 1+ was all done quickly ; with- rae epeeey: sae une, pack 8 
what was happening Silk’s fingers out fuss, without bluster, without Chic hart Sco ttaoh oe nee aa 
closed on his throat and they 8, ? that fool revolution of yours. 


excitement. Atilla gazed in admiration at 
went down together. It was a When the steersman left the pjs friend = 


She’s 


she’s ». 


“ Atilla, Dll take the wheel 
while you use your tongue on 
them. Tell ’em I'll be nice if they 
obey me. They'll just be cruising 
round for a few days.” 

For twenty minutes Atilla talked. half a mile on the starboard. 
He knew the nigger mind, but «He'll make Paix Point in standing by the binnacle. 
there was one brawny seaman who Jess than an hour. They all swim “East b’ no’th. Half no’th. 
resented the change of ownership, like fishes, Atilla, so don’t spend East b’ no’th. Half no’th it is,” 
and said so. He demanded to be anxiety on him. I guess we'll chanted the steersman. 
put ashore, and his demand was have breakfast.” Silk assembled his crew once 
meeting with support when Silk 4 hour later they came on ™ore at the next change of watch. 
took a hand. 3 deck again. < He chose a likely man as mate, 

: sere, Btep- to shia Wieck. The work of the schooner was 2d gave his directions. 
se, % going on quietly. Gauntamano ~ Transfer these two American 
», Silk was down the ladder in a Head was looming clear on the Passengers to the room next mine. 
jiffy and walked straight to the jh oard. = Give ’em some rum if they ask 
protesting man. Se Ront egg for it. Offer a bottle to start with. 

Without a word he seized ad ees re ewUne bine xk Sp qu keep the key of their room. 
him by the waist and carried oe e BCHOen er WatEe NE ncn EM ealauibrice daily and one hour’s 
exercise. Also a pack of cards. A 
ration of rum to the crew. Nail 
up every porthole. Understand?” 


Concluding “Brethren of the Main” 


then went aft and set his course, 


him to the bulwarks and threw 
him over. 


Then he faced the crew. 


“You should reach Santiago in 
time to get the mail boat down to 


le i i ” sai silk coW. ’ 
Sort strug. gg titel tho ehooneryewed, fal “STS now why you let thom "Myatt er” che hore 1 Zour TeRUbHE Atl’ onli SSP Yann, Cepia 
. he 8 he bl oes and shipped a sea which shanghai you, captain.” Not a word from the crew.  gix weeks from to-day I’ll be with Silk. i 

ae ee ontied i) sis ee the sleepy watch thor- “uh.” We couldn’t have got ‘Go below the watch. Who's you. But make ah eek T have gan’ directions were carried 
ares 4 5 ; . oughly. away under the nose of that bosun?’” hi out. eing “naval” men the 
difficulty grasping the situation. For one moment the deck tilted pik Shs so it was better to let ‘‘ Yo’ done t’row de bosun ei Temes! a ae pou crew understood discipline—and 

Tn a moment Silk had pulled his and the waves roared through the them carry us aboard. Well. oberboard, sah!” said one man. it ete es “y iene aah rum. 
handkerchief from his pocket and scuppers; but Atilla and Silk Seo that light over there? That’s ‘‘ All right. You take his job. pis Saami Silk threw overboard all weapons 


bound it round the man’s mouth. brought her 

“ Keep your hands on that wheel and away she raced on a tack Cuba, 
and don’t let loose a whisper or which took her nearer to the dis- 
Til flay you,” he hissed in the tant shore where lights 
black’s ear. twinkling. 

Then he went back to the white- The watch dare not come aft 
clad figure which was stirring in the to inquire why the schooner fell 
scuppers. - : away. Silk and Atilla could hear 

~He rifled his pockets, relieved their guttural murmurings in the 
him of his gun and tied his feet waist, but> these died down and 
and hands with some cordage aj] was quiet once more. 
lying about. 

Throwing him over his shoulder 
he stepped off the poop and went 


Santiago. 
were soon after dawn, Atilla, for you’ve 
to get back to your soldiers to 
buck them up with speeches. 


“But before you go you can 
have a chance for your diplomacy 
with this crew. They’ll need some 
chin work when the dawn breaks 
: _ and they see a new skipper up 

Silk, who had been standing here. You can tell them anything 
ready ae inc be 7A you like so long as they stay 

aia ich SUD In Als hand, signalle ° aboard. I’ve got work for them 
ila eas waitine inmpatiensy Atilla that all was well, end to do yet, And we'd better talk 
slipped below once more. things over between ourselves.” 


the result of the break-away. $ s 

Silk laid down his still un- It was some little time before They were still talking when the 
conscious burden, slipped the bolts he retur ned, but he came at rose dawn swept up from the ceast 
on the door and tried the handle. ast; and this time another and the bell clanged calling the 
The cabin was locked. figure was slung over his shoul- morning watch. 

He put his broad shoulder er. _ Silk rose and stepped to the 

to it and the door flew open. He dumped the second man into top of the poop ladder. 

‘He deposited the bound man the cabin, which he and Atilla ‘‘ All hands there, step aft!” 
on the floor and called softly to had occupied, and returned to the Twelve pairs-of eyes opened 
Atilla. poop, looked closely at the still wide as twelve heads whirled 

* Come on. I want you. Quick!’ unconscious steersman and then in the direction of the poop. 


up again to the wind Guantamano, on the island of Make it two bells. 
A few miles west there is at the wheel? 
We'll part company go!” 


Whose trick | Ll cable it at once, captain,” except hisowngun. That night the 
Let her promiséd Atilla. e Good-bye, mate told him the passengers were 
Brother of the Main. asking for another bottle. 

He came back to the poop, saw He took his seat in the boat The schooner passed out from 
the watch set, and glanced astern. 2nd pulled away, the tide aiding among the islands and met heavier 
The bosun was swimming straight him shorewards. seas The breeze became stiffer 
for the land which was less than __ Silk watched his friend depart, 2° smelt of the wide ocean. - 

Days became shorter and colder. 
Gales came and passed. The 

5, If you knew a Mr. Pole-|schooner fought her way as Silk 
Carew, gow would you pro-|directed. 
nounce his name ? 

6. Which of the following is| gajmne ew, areued among thom. 
an intruder, and why ?—B, C, wes. as eir desunation. 
D.E.L, M_P,O. Knowing they were sailing north 

they agreed they were heading 
for New York. 

The same course was set always 
—east by north-half north. 

They were near the end of their 
provisions when they sighted land. 
Silk changed the course to a 
northerly direction. 

Three more days passed; three 
days of tossing seas and squally 
weather. 


(Continued on Page 3) 


Yours? 


Answers to Quiz 
in No. 748 


1. Box. z 
2. Gloucestershire. 


1. What trees are specially 
grown for masts, flag-poles, 
3. King Henry I's. 


etc ? 
2. In what county is the ] 
Forest of Clun? 4. Associate of 
3. Whom did William I defeat Academy. 
at the Battle of Hastings ? 5. Klav-erz. 
. For what do the letters, 6. Jubilant means rejoicing; 
L.R.AJM., stand ? others mean joking. 


the Royal 


BEELZEBUB JONES , 


DON'T YOU FIGURE 
THIS VACATION WAS 
. A GOOD IDEA, 

bh», SHERIFF 


People are Queer 


Mss JO GUY, of Finsbury Park, is a com- 
* mercial traveller. At least, that’s what 
she says. . Actually, her real title is ‘‘ Nursery 
Advisor.” But the dase she carries round with 
her is rather like the travelling kit the sales- 
man of the foad takes from place to place. 
‘Only, it cumsains things like bits of ‘wire, 
old cotton reels, caps of bottles, newspapers, 
and odd bits of wood, 
Her job is to tour the official nurseries to 
investigate how much children like playing 
about with odds and ends rather than being 


‘it’s only the start of am idea that may 
grow into @ mew treatment of children by 
the Provisional National Council for Mental 
Health. 

So far her tour has been successful. The 


from the nursery walls in the excitement of 
Waving something to play with which spurs 


their imagination WHY, WHAT A SURPRISE! — 
* 


WHAT ARE YOU DOING 
: HERE ? 


- * 


T.HE Rector of Upwaltham, West Sussex,.saw 
’ ithe grass in his churchyard growing tail 
and untidy. There weren't any men available 
to cut it down, and it wasn’t any good his 
having a go et it with a pair of shears. 
_ By the time he had reached the end of the 
job, the place where he started would have 
had a tall crop again. ¥ 
But, passing ‘a field one day, he heard a 
plaintive “Baa-baa.’’ The very chap!” he 
exclaimed. 

A day or two later he happily watched a 
smiall flock of sheep eating its way across the 
wilderness round the church. And the result 
is that Upwaltham churchyard is now as tidy 
as any in the country. 

* * * 


* 
"THE Rector of Doddingion, Cambridgeshire, 
-* the Rev. Richard Ridge, can’t get the bells 
in his belfry. Last time the villagers heard the 
peal of the 300-years-old bells of their thousand- 
years-old church was before the war. They 
were taken down for re-casting. 

The job of hanging them again in the church 
tower was impracticable during the war, for 
there are only three experts in the country 
who could be entrusted with the job—and they 
were all on Government work. 

Now Mr. Ridge finds that they are booked 
up for two years ahead. 

The villagers are willing to do the work, but 
the Rector knows it’s a tricky business. Unless 
the bells ‘are expertly hung they might come 
down and take the tower down with them. 

“All I want ‘is an expert to stand by and 
direct us for three datys,”’ he said. ‘‘But it 


seems hopeless.” 
D.N.K.B. 


SAY - TUMBLEWEED 
LOOK AT THAT, © 


GENTLEMEN- THE 

LODGE 1S JUST 

OVER THE LAKE... 
OVER THERE / 


IT SURE 1S GRAND 
TO GET AMONG THE 
PINEY WOODS AGAIN/ 

THE REAL M°COy./ 


MULE DEER! 


(HA! HA!-~you'LL NEVER \ 
FIND HiIM/-HE'S LOST — 
LIKE YOULL BE SOON!- 


MAYBE THE SAME AS 
YOU !-WE’RE LOOKIN’ F’R 
FARMER'S BOY! — 


t 


No. 749 


GOOD MORNING 


Wangling Words ¢: 


1. Behead a fruit and get a 
chain of mountains. 

2. Insert the same letter 5 
times and make sense of: 
hyillomenearigs? 

3. What word meaning “resi- 
dent” can be written im capital 
letters consisting entirely _ of 
straight lines? 

4. The two missing words 
contain the same _letterg in 
different order: He is Only five 
feet tall, and comes —— in . 


Answers to Wangling 
Words—No. 686 


1. B-RACKET.- 

2. Occasional accidents will 
occur. 

3. INTENT. 

4. Items, Times. 


PARDON ME, LADIES! 
| HAVE. TO BE ON 


DOES EVERYBODY 
PACK A GAT IN /\ MY 
PAXHAVEN ? 


PRITE FIXED 
THE PETROLS 


Brethren of the Main 


(Continued from Page 2) 
They ‘sighted land again, this 
time on the port bow. They made 
close to land that evening and the 
schooner was hove-to under the 
shelter of a towering hill on which 
the lights of a city gleamed. 


Late that night Captain Silk 
asked the coloured mate to row 
him ashore in the ship’s only 
boat. The mate landed him and 
then rowed back. 


He climbed aboard and went 
below to the cabin where the 
‘““ passengers’? were kept. He 
put the key in the lock and opened 
the door. 

The two men were playing cards, 
and arguing about a hand. On 
the table was a half-finished bottle 
of rum. 

** De skippah done gone ashore,” 
announced the mate. ‘‘ He done 
gib me de key and say yo’ go free 


You’RE 
GUARD, YOU 


KNOW-— WHAT! 
NAZI!—YOU MUST 


HELP 


7 HELLO! Youike Who you KNOW (AAT DO) NHEN FILLED UP Your| \/MELL/-/T MAS 
YOU KANT } CAR HE TIPPED ME 
kite Hi? ] 70 Pur IN TWICE AS 


- QUICK- FLEE THROUGH 
THE TUNNEL, LADIES! 


WE'VE JUST DISCOVERED 


now. Guess we reached New 
Yawk.”’ 

The Government agents leaped 
up and rushed on deck, jumpin 
into the boat and rowing ashore 
as fast as they could. 


“We'll get him before he can 
go far,” they told each other as 
they rowed. “‘ Headquarters will 
trail him before he can clear out 
of the city. There are Brooklyn 
Heights. He has anchored off 
Governor’s Island.” 

They reached the landing stage 
and climbed to the flat roadway 
above. A man was standing on 
the quay, a lantern in his hand. 

The two agents rushed forward. 

“Say, where is there a tele- 
phone booth? We want to call 
up the Federal Prohibition of- 
fices—”’ 

‘* What are you talking about? ” 
asked the man suspiciously. 


TELLING Us!— 


YES-IT'S 
EVER SO LUCKY 
YOU'RE HERE, 

ISN'T (7? 


si 


“* We're coast patrol men! We’re 
after Captain Silk, the bootlegger, 
him that has been running whisky 
into this country. He has just 
landed here inNew York—” 

“New York? ”’ scoffed the man, 
swinging his lantern so that he 
could see their faces. ‘* You two 
are drunk. You’re reeking with 
boose. This is Plymouth. There’s 
no bootleggers here. We’re 
civilised in England!” 

THE END 


ALEX CRACK 


From Professor  Blackie’s 
Day - Book, a volume full of 
good things, we quote the fol- 
lowing sentences:— 

From a scholar who smells o¢ 
books, from a sportsman who 
smells of horses, and trom a 
mother who smells of babies, 

Good Lord, deliver me! 


BY JOVE, IT IS, INDEED!— 
THAT EXPLAINS ALL THIS 


PETROL | HAVE FOUND HERE!— 


HE WAS EVIDENTLY STORING 
IT To MAKE. A GETAWAY 


AS SIMPLE 


MUCH AS 1 CHARGED 
You FOR! - BUT HE 

STILL OWES THEMONEY 
AND THE courons! J | 


Ass DAWN AND KAREN 
MAKE THEIR ESCAPE, 
GARTH SUPPORTS 
THE ROOF OF THE 
CELLAR- AND ALL 
THE WEIGHT OF 


THE DEBRIS- ON HIS z | 


MOUNTEBANK- WHERE | YOURSELF, 
THE DEVIL HAVE YOU 
DROPPED FROM?. 


YOU MEAN YOU) 
WERE AS SMPLE 


True or False 2? 


THAT KING ARTHUR SAT AT A 
ROUND TABLE. 


Most children are given the stories of King 

Arthur and his knights of the Round Table 
to read, and probably believe them implicitly. 
Later on, they may have their doubts about 
the historical accuracy of the stories, and believe 
the whole thing a myth. The truth seems to 
lie somewhere between the two extremes. 

Learned men have devoted years to investi- 
gating the origin of the King Arthur stories 
and disputing whether the monarch ever 
existed. 

There was certainly no British chieftain who 
had a band of knights and ladies as generally 
pictured in the illustrations to King Arthur. 
The illustrations are of the age of chivalry, the 
Middle ages, whereas King Arthur was a Briton 
and certainly did not use the clothes and weap-- 
ons of the knights of the Middle Ages. 

The stories of King Arthur were recorded 
in Sir Thomas Malory’s beautiful Morte 
d’Arthur, first printed by Caxton, and tha 
spirit is of that time rather than of ancient 
Britain. dl 
It is interesting to note that when the Morte 

d’Arthur was reprinted in 1817, giving rise to 
the popularity of the stories in Victorian times, 
much new matter, amounting to many pages, 
was added, and on spotted by anyone as an 
interpolation for y years! 

There were really two Arthurs—the Arthur 
of history, and the Arthur of myth. 


CLUES ACROSS.—1 Draining 
pit. 5 Inconspicuous, 9 Com- 
mend. 10 Tree, 11) Indolent. 12 
rdinary. 14 Pur. 16 Sotdier’s 
cap. 17 Hat, 9 For instance. 
20 Confuse 25 Neighbours. 25 
Coupe de grace. 26 Eastern 
title. 28 Birds, SO Pique, SS 
Declaimed. 54 Coloured horse. 
35 Confection. 36 Show. 37 
Horse sounds. 38 Due amount. 


CLUES DOWN.—1 Big sail. 2 
Hindustani, 3 Treated with 
barley. 4 Mole, 5 Welsh strait, 
6 Of deeper hue. 7 Girt’s or 
boy’s name. 8 Moulds. 13 Miti- 
gated, 15 Detail. 18 Tree. 2i1 
Realm. 22 Famous surgeon, 24, 
Chant. 27 American moun- 
tains. 29 Very. 31 Clip, 32 
Fine fabric. 


THIS ENGLAND. ‘“‘ The lowing herd winds 
slowly down the lane.’’ If Gray, when he 
was writing his ‘‘ Elegy,’”’ had ever seen the 
cows changing pastures at Kentmere, West- 
morland, he might have been inclined to 
change the second line of his famous poem. 


CALLING A.B. DUKE ELLINGHAM. 
Howya, Duke! At first, we thought it was 
Duke Ellington calling. But the last time 
we met THAT Duke it was on the ‘‘ Queen 
Mary,” and he was horribly sick the whole 
of the voyage. Anyway, Duke, you asked 
for Alexis Smith — and here she is. 


THIS PIT OF LIVING. 
If we, when we were writing our Book of 
Life, had seen this young thing lying relaxed 
on her Li-Low, we might have seen fit to 
change the second chapter of that massive 
work. But, then, on the other hand, we 
might have looked again and never finished 
the massive work at all ! 


DUKE’S REQUEST, No. 2. 

A.B. Duke Ellingham, of ‘‘ Vigorous,’ is 

nothing if not persistent. As well as pin-up 

of Alexis Smith, he thought he would like 

to look at Lana Turner as well. Well, here 

you are, fickle swain, here’s Lana. Don’t 
thank us. It’s a pleasure. 
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PEEK-A-BOO GOES TRULY RURAL. 
Peek-a-boo Veronica Lake, sweeping aside 
the wayward lock of hair with a gesture 
of abandon, set out with a stout heart and 
a slim waistline for the ‘‘ ole farmstead.”’ 
Arriving there, she clambered up the apple- 
tree, and posed smashingly for youse guys. 


